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Stella, think not that I by verse seek fame,
Who seek, who hope, who love, who live but thee;
Thine eyes my pride, thy lips mine history;
If thou praise not, all other praise is shame.
Nor so ambitious am I as to frame
A nest for my young praise in laurel tree.
In truth I swear I wish not there should be
Graved in mine epitaph a poet's name.
Ne, if I would, could I just title make
That any laud to me thereof should grow,
Without my plumes from others* wings I take.
For nothing from my wit or will doth flow,
Since all my words thy beauty doth endite,
And love doth hold my hand, and makes me write.
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Be your words made, good sir, of Indian ware,
That you allow them me by so small rate ?
Or do you cutted Spartans imitate ?
Or do you mean my tender ears to spare,
That to my questions you so total are ?
When I demand of Phoenix Stella's state,
You say forsooth 'You left her well of late/
0  God! think you that satisfies my care ?
1  would know whether she did sit or walk,
How clothed, how waited on, sighed she, or smiled,
Whereof, with whom, how often did she talk,
With what pastime time's journey she beguiled,
If her lips deigned to sweeten my poor name ?
Say all, and all well said, still say the same.
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